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Author's Notes: 

Disclaimer: this story is just a work of funfiction. 

It was written a long time ago and translated into English recently. Sorry for my mistakes, this language isn't 
my native :) 


- Great show, man.. | barely could speak, - Kirk stepped into the room trying not to stumble and found their 
bed as a good support. Sudden dizziness, fuzzy image of the world, reality crumbling and becoming a muddy 


dream reached him instantly. This dream wrapped his tiny body not letting move. 


- Not the show but you were great, - Cliff smiled wearily and licked his lips. - You were fantastic, our fans 
are fond of you: are you too much tired? 


It seemed like this voice petted him, softly hugging and stroking his back and shoulders. Kirk let himself relax 


and fall into this honey-sweet unconscious feeling that confused with a warm sense of protection 


- Just a little. 


- What a pity, - Cliff slowly walked toward the bed, Kirk felt his presence with every cell of his body, and his 
nerves strained hardly getting the mood of the man behind. - | hoped | could get some help from you. 


- Exactly? - Kirk hollowly breathed out holding his moan inside when he felt big, strong hands squeezed his 
skinny shoulders. He felt some kind of slow, lazy, sleepy excitation 


- My back sores too hard, - Cliff said quietly and bend down to be near his guitarist, his long red hair 
touched Kirk's tanned shoulder with the tips, the bassist's nail dropped a line on Hammett's thin neck and sharp 
cheekbone, and then soft, dry lips found their way to Kirk's ear. - May | have a little help in the end of a 
difficult day? 


- | think yes, - Kirk turned around to see Cliff, stepped on the floor carefully just as he wasn't sure the 
surface could withstand his weight; his thoughts tangled feverishly, and the room became hotter because of 
the only awareness that he could touch and kiss his lover, do something to make them both forget about all 
the world. The guitarist stood up and neatly walked toward the bassist feeling like he was just learning how to 
walk. - Take your shirt off. 


Cliff shivered when he heard this soft order and obeyed. Sick imagination gave him exciting pictures, the voice 
in his head sounded sweetly and voluptuously, bringing million of pieces of cold excitation together. He slowly 

put off the shirt and felt the fresh air on the hot pale skin. Burton lay down the bed arranging his head on a 
white pillow, closed his eyes, trying to chase all of bright-colored patterns appeared in his mind and not to fall 


asleep. 


Kirk carefully, not controlling his movements enough, climbed on the top of Cliff. He sat on Cliff's hips, 
spreading his legs and putting his knees on each side of the bed. Cliff felt his weight on the waist and respired 
brokenly when the images of the night before appeared in his mind He thought of slim, almost skinny body 
underneath him, of sweet emotion of pain and pleasure on Kirk's beautiful face, of his big brown eyes, he 


thought about the ragged gasps Kirk let out and long thin fingers with cold tips sliding down his back. 
- Is that okay? - Kirk whispered. 
- Yeoh.. 


Those tiny tanned fingers ran along the chain of neck vertebras, awaking Cliff's instincts. Numb, tense muscles 
reacted instantly, snow-white skin covered with sweat, and Burton touched up his hair to give Kirk more place 
for his magic. His little guitarist slid his palms down and stroked Cliff's back with strong, slow round 
movements, fingertips touching protruding scapulas. He wanted to be gentle, now Kirk could control his every 


step to give no pain put pleasure. 


- Fuck, Kirk, are you.. - Cliff started when the soft little hand descended to his hip and came back up, and the 
feeling melted like a ghost. 


- Maybe: we can. - Hammett lost his words and lay on Cliff's back shivering because of hotness of his skin - 


| mean, continue, you know.. 


Cliff gasped loudly and stretched into the mattress, the elbows holding all his body. The energy lazily was 
coming back to tired muscles. He rolled over lying now on one side, Kirk fell from his back on the bed, and his 
sweaty skin met the ice-cold sheet. The guitarist winced when the bassist took his hand and returned him into 
their warm, unreal reality that seemed to disappear in every second. Cliff automatically balanced on the line 


between the dream and the life. He pulled the t-shirt edges, making beautiful body of his lover naked till the 


black line of jeans. 


- Are you in the mood for? - Cliff asked t be sure when Kirk's fingers stopped their way on his shoulders as 
guitarist didn't know what to do. 


- Sure | am, - Hammett bent lower, almost touching Cliff's neck with his lips. - You think I'd lie on your body 
if | am not in the nice mood? 


Cliff breathed out when these beautiful plump lips kissed the curve of his neck touching his sensitive point, and 
the heat filled all his body from head to the tiptoes. Kirk froze when he got the way Cliff's body reacted to 
his slight, soft actions, then he rose up to look deep into those amber eyes. Cliff's glance showed his absolute 
dissolution in the situation, the bassist was blind to the cold of the world outside. Kirk was his only Universe, 
his cool fingertips and hard, sharp breathing. 


- | like seeing you this way, - Kirk whispered too much quietly and bit his lower lip. - | like you being mine. 
- l'm always yours, - Cliff replied and put his palms on Kirk's thin waist, squeezing him and pulling into a hug. 


- You don't get it, - Hammett objected barely keeping his desire inside. - You lost the fight, | won, Cliff. You're 
mine, belong to me, even if you haven't understood it yet. 

The bassist attentively looked at Kirk's ideal, as he thought, face and found that the guitarist was right, 
absolutely right. Burton would just blindly follow his lead, losing the battle without winners. It seemed like Kirk's 


words awoke him. 
- Do something: | cannot wait, - Cliff asked licking his lips. - At least kiss me. 


Kirk grinned and closed his eyes again not leaving Cliff any chance to guess what he was thinking about. 
Actually, there were almost no thoughts, Kirk felt like he was a little bit drunk, and all his mind became a 
pleasant emptiness. He obeyed his will and touched Cliff's harsh lips with his own, kissing more than carefully, 
and felt his lover answering at the moment. Cliff thought he fell out from the real world. The only thing from 
outside was the coldness of Kirk's fingers on his neck and his weight. Cliff didn't want to feel anything and 
anybody but the small man kissing him soft and sweet, heavy sticky darkness around them and the hotness of 
the air. He has always a little maniacally loved his guitarist and anything he did, any words he said, any smiles 
he presented Cliff, Burton loved any moment they could be together and the world broken to pieces. It was like 


a sip of ice-cold water in the desert, the more you drink - the more you want to drink. 


- |.. - Hammett started moving back a little and continuing to cover Cliffs shoulders and neck with small 


kisses, plump red lips formed a tender smile and touched a collarbone. 
- You what? - Cliff asked almost pleading and kissed Kirk's sharp shoulder. Emotions made him feel drunk. 


- | love you, - Kirk breathed. These words returned Cliff to the real world for a moment. At that moment he 
thought that there were no line between "reality" and "unreality" anymore, and it was so difficult to define 


which world was the one and only world indeed. Their little space seemed to be endless. 


Cliff tilted is head grabbing the white sheet when the guitarist unbuttoned his jeans and slid his small palm to 
the hot skin, becoming nearer, closer.. fingers wrapped around the cock, the other hand pulled Cliffs clothes 
off. Cliff felt some kind of euphoria when he felt those tender palms stroking him. Kirk put off his jeans and 
the man underneath him shivered of the sight he was now. Little, tanned, messy, beautiful. Kirk held a slow 
rhythm, and the time was going by slowly, smoothly, as it was the way to delete every bad moment of the 
day. Cliff even thought that the time couldn't exist at all. At that moment soft wet lips replaced small palms, 
Kirk licked all the length down and looked up at Cliff. All the world disappeared, the bed wasn't a good surface 


anymore. The both were falling into nowhere. 


- Oh Kirk.. - Cliff whispered brokenly when he felt he was spent. Reality crumbled and became gray, pale. It 
was nothing compared to the feelings inside. He found his last strength to respire and get back his normal 
mind, then cought the guitarists narrow shoulders and tugged him into an iron hug. Kirk lay relaxing on his 


chest. 


- | love you, - Burton whispered, tangling fingers into Kirk's black curls and feeling himself absolutely satisfied. 


- Tomorrow will be a difficult day. Have some rest kid. 

- | love you too.. - the guitarist answered absently, cuddling Cliff tighter. - Have nice dreams. 

- Good night babe. 

Cliff bent his head and slightly kissed him, relaxing and wishing sweet dreams. The night fell down from the 


skies. James dreamed of returning back home, Lars dreamed of Denmark and playing tennis. Cliff and Kirk 


dreamed of each other. 


